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Wulf himself, somewhaf paler and
thinner than of yord, but the same jo-
vinl, enreless, yet at times flerce faced
Wulf,

“Do I still deeam, my brother, or s
it you Indeed 7”

A happy smile spread upon the face
of Wulf, for now he knew that God:
win was himself agaln.

“Me sure enough' he answered.
“Dream folk don't have lame legs.
They are the gifts of swords and men.”

“And Rosamund-—what of Rosamund?
DId the gray horse swim the creek,
and how came we here? Tell me
quick—I faint for news!”

“She shall tell you herself,” and, hob-
bling to the eurtained door, he ealled,
“Rosamund, my—nay, our cousin Rosa-
mund, Godwin is himeelf again.”

There was u swift rostle of robes and
a sound of qulck feet among the rushes
that strewed the floor, and then-—Rosa-
mund herself, lovely as ever, but all
her stateliness forgot in joy. Bbe saw
him, the gaunt Godwin sitting up apon
the pallet, his gray eyea shining In the
white and sunken face, for Godwin's
eyes were gray, while Walf's were
blue, the only difference betweoen them
which a stranger would note, although
in truth Wulf was a larger man. She
saw him and, with a little cry of de-
light, ran and cast her arms about h!m
and kissed him on the brow,

“Be careful,” sald Wulf rooghly,
turning his head aslde, “or, Rosamund,
you will Joose the bandages and bring
his trouble back agaln. He has had
enough of bloadletting.”

Then before she could answer there
came the sound of a slow step, and,
swinging the curtain aside, a tall and
noble looking knight entered the little
place. The man was old, but looked
older than he was, for sorrow and sick-
ness had wasted him. Rosamund turm-
ed and bent the knee to him with a
strange and eastern grace, while Wulf
bowed his head, and Godwin, since his
neck was too stiff to stir, held up his
hand In greeting. 'The old man looked
at him, and there was pride in his eye.
¥So you will live after all, my neph-
ow,” he sald, "and for that I thank the
Giver of life and death, sinee you are &
gallant man—a worthy child of the
bloods of the Norman D'Arcy and of
Uluin the Saxon. Yes, ome of the best
of them,”

“Bpeak not so, my uncle,” sald God-
win; “or at least here Is a worthler,”
and he patted the hgnd of Wulf with
his lean fingers, “It was Wulf who
bore me through.”

“Would that I had been there to help
In that fight,” sald Sir Andrew D'Argy,
tossing his white halr. “My children,
I am jealous of you. Why, when I
found you lylog in each other's arms
I could have wept for rage to think
that such & fray had been within &
league of my own doors and 1 not
‘n nn

“I know nothing of all that story,”
sald Godwin,

o, In truth. How can you who have
been senseless this month or more}

But Rosamund knows, and she shaly
tell It you. Speak on, Rosamund. Lay
you back, Godwin, and |isten.”

me take the water, and into it T spur-
red the gray horse, and we sank deep,
so that the waves closed above my
head. Then up we came, 1 floa
from the saddle, but I regained It a

the horse answered to my volee und |

T or with him, for he was aver o trajtor
—biit even (£ this were so, men return
from the east. Therefore I bade you

was to come, for doubtless this on-

him."

“1 think ®0,” sald Wulf, “for, a8 Ros-
amund hére knows, the tall knave
who Interpreted for the forelgner whom
he called his master gave ud the name
of the knight Lozelle as the man who
sought to carry her off."

“Was this master a Saracen?’ asked
Sir Andrew anxlously.

“Nay, uncle; how can 1 tell, seelng
that his face was masked like the rost
and he spoke through an futérproter?
PBut 1 pray you go on with tha story,
which Godwin has not heard.”

1t 18 short, When Rosamund told
her'fnle 1 got together what men I
could. Then, bldding her stay behind,
with some of them to guard her, and
purse herself, which she was loath to
do, 1 set out to find you or your bodles.
It was dark, but we rode hard, having
lantefns with us, ag\we went rousing
men at every stead, untll we came to
where the roads joln at Moats. There
we found & black horse—your horse,
Godwin—so badly wounded that he
eould travel no farther, and I groaned,
thinking that you were dead, Still we
went on till we beard another horse
whinny and presently found the roen
standing by the path side with his
head down. \

“iA man on the ground holds bim!
erled one, and I sprang feom the saddle
to see who It might be, to find that it
was you, the palr of you, locked In each
other's arms and senseless, If not dead,
a8 well you might be from your
wounds. I bade the country folk cover
you up and carry you home and others
to run to Stangaie and pray the prior
and the monk Stephen, who is & doctor,
come at once tc tend you, while we
pressed onward to take ven ce it
we could. We reached the quay upon
the creek, but there we found nothing
suvé some blood stains and-—this I8
strange—your sword, Godwin, the hilt
set between two stones and on the point
1 writing.”

';r’hnt was the writing? asked God-

“Here 1t ls” answered his uncle,
drawing & piece of parchment from his
robe. “Read it, one of you, since all
of you are scholars and my eyes are
bad."

Rosamund took it and vead what was

writer's deeds were base
plled Sir Andrew; “nor, in do 1
understand this fe

man as his master,” suggested Wule,
“Aye, nephew, but him you mdt.
This writing spenks of a msster whe
Godwin may meet and who would wish
the writer to pay him a certain hongr.”
“Perhaps he wrote thus to bnd us.”

“Perchance, perchance.
Soiiton. faadt The matter
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slaught must have been planned l.»yl
|

arm, having some foresight of what

|

|
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“Ite interpreter spoke of the short |

Whom | ooy from the old

would {ive, which at fiFet we searcely |

dared 1o hope, 1 journeysd to London |
and sought audience of our lord the
king, Having told him this tale, I
priyed him that he would be pleased |
to grant me his command In wrmn],
that 1 should name you knights, ‘

“My nephews; he was 80 pleaged, and
here I have the briet, sealed with the
royal signet, commanding that In his
pame and my own 1 should give you
the secolade publicly in the Qhurch of
the Priory at Stangate at such season
ag may be convenlent; therefore God-
win, the squire, haste you to get well
that you may become Sir Godwin, the
knight, for you, Wulf, save for the hurt
to your leg, are well enough alrendy."”

“Sir,* sald Godwin In o weak voleo
“we d6 not know how to thank you
for so great an honor, that we never
thought to win till we had done more
famous deeds than the beating off of 8
band of robbers, Sir, we have no more
to say save that while we live we will
strive to be worthy of our name and
of you." .

Wulf looked up, a flash of merriment
upon his open face.

%1, my uncle, whose speech 18, 1 fear
me, not courtly, thank you also, I will
add that I think our lady cousin here
should be knighted, too, If such a
thing were posslble for a woman, seé-
ing that to swim a horse across Death
creek was a greater deed than to fight
some rascals on its quay.”

“Rosamund 7’ answéred the old mdn
In the same dreamy volce. “He# ratk
ls high enough—too high, far too high
for safety.” And, turning, he left the
little chamber, ] /

“Well, cousin,” sald Wulf, “it you
cannot be a knight, at least you can
lessen all this dangerous rank of youss
by becoming a knight's wife,” Wherest
Rosnmund looked at him with Tndigna-
tion which stru with a smfle in
her dark eyes and, murmuring that she
must see to the making of Godwin's
broth, followed her fatber from the
place. ‘

“It would have been kinder had she
told us that she was glad,” sald Wulf
when she was gone, :

“Perhaps she would,” unswered
brother, “bad it not been for your
rough jests, Wulf, which might have
koY

ey, B0 meaning. Why
shonld she not become a knight's

wife?"
“Aye, but what knight's?. Would it
. her of us, brother, !‘ !
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jeaving them with thelr eaquires
the priest to spend the long W
pight “in orisons and prayees.’ -

Long indeed it was {n that Jonesoms,
poly place, lit only by @ Jamp vm
swung before the altar. Waulf pray
tnd prayed until
more, then fell into &

half dreamfal

he began to wonder about many things,

What might be the true duty of mant

be thought, To be brave and upright?

Surely. To fight for the eross of Chrlst |

against the Barscen? Surely,
chance came his wWay.

life muttering prayers lke those
Could that be needful or of service to

God or man? Tt would meaun, fog In- | aén

gtance, that he must think no m of
Rosamund, Could he do this for the
sake of the welfare of his soul in“some
future state?

Why, at the thought of it even in
that solemn place and hour of dedica.

ton bis girit reeed, or thén and there | °F B¢
time 1t was borne fn upon | =

for the fi

state that was haunted by the face of !
Rosamund, where even her fuce ghould |
have been forgotten. Godwin, LI B St
bow resting ageinst the tomb that bid § Z0 8
| bis father's heart, prayed also until.
even his earnestness was outworn, and |

if the |
What mnm'
To abandon the world and spend his"

be could pray Do S

priesta In the darkness belitod him? ;

him that he loved this woman more { =5

than all the world beside—more than

his life, more, perhaps, than his mt, b

He loved her with all his pyre you
be a

heart—so much that It wou
to him to dle for her, not only i

heat of battle, o8 lately had almost | A

chanced on the Denth creek quay, but
in cold blood, of set purpose, If there
came need. He loved her with body.
and with spirit, and, after God, to her
he consecrated his body and his spirit.
But what value would she put upon the
gift? What if some other man— =

By his glde, his elbows resting on the
altar ralls, his eyes fixed upon the

beaming armor that he would wear tn | =
his brother—a
mighty man, a knlght of knights, fear- |

battle, knelt Wulf,

less, noble, open hearted; such a one
a8 any woman might well love, And
he also loved Rosamund. Of this God-
win was sure. And, oh, did not Rosa-
mund love Wulf? Bitter jealousy melz-
ed upon his vitals,

8hould he abandon hope? Should he |
fly the battle for fear that he might be |
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